ARCTIC                                    71

the thick underbrush on the bank, and dinner would be gone. On
the other hand, if I tried to paddle closer, I might alarm Hm while
still out of good range and risk the same disaster. In less time than
it has taken me to tell this, I decided to race him for it, and, noise-
lessly digging my paddle blade into the pool, I bent my back and
shot for the neck of the gravel bar.

Luck was with me. The porcupine was so interested in drinking
he did not see his danger until too late. He turned and made for
the underbrush with surprising speed, but the bow of my canoe
was already grounding. I sprang out into the water, instinctively
grabbing the shot-gun by the barrel, though I expected to find some
piece of driftwood on the bar with which I could dispatch the
animal. But there was no stick or club there, not even a big stone.
The porcupine was right at my feet. I seized the gun-barrel with
both hands, swung, and brought the stock down on the porcupine's
back.

Both barrels of the gun were loaded, but what was worse, what
I never dreamed, both were also cocked. Seldom in the years I
have spent on the hunting-trail have I been so careless. As I hit
the porcupine both barrels went off, and I received a terrific shock.
My left arm dropped paralysed, and as I sank to the gravel, stunned,
my only thought was that I had blown out the whole left side of
my chest

Beside me lay the porcupine, its back broken. My gun was a
ruin, for, from the double stress of the blow and the explosion, the
stock had broken off. But as my strength returned and my arm
began to gain sensation, I sat up and as well as I could peeled off
my shirt. My arm and left side were already livid, and they turned
a wonderful black and blue by morning, but there was not a single
shot perforation. Two heavy charges of buckshot had passed harm-
lessly between my arm and side. Had the porcupine been a frac-
tion of a second slower, had I swung the stock two inches farther
to hit him, I wouldn't be writing these reminiscences now.

So we had our feast of meat that night. It was during this
summer that I learned the best way'to roast a porcupine. All hunters
of the Northern wildernesses know what a delicious meat roast
porcupine is, resembling roast sucking-pig so closely that few can
tell the difference. But most white hunters, even old-timers, skin